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sound, ere long, was heard above that lament*
From the loftiest pinnacle of St. Sophia, the
clear voice of the Muezzin piercing the golden
sunset, proclaimed " There is no G-od but God ;"
and in a few minutes more Mahomet II. offered
up his thanksgiving vows before that high
altar at which Constantino had the night before
received the Communion, and at which, a few
months earlier, the united worship of the two
Churches had been solemnised.

Such records as I have briefly referred to
possess, for the sojourner at Constantinople, a
reality with which the annals of perhaps
no other city are endowed. They accompany
him in his walks; they sit beside him at his
hearth; and they follow him to his pillow.
Amid Ms dreams they revisit him ; and in the
morning the glorious vision which meets his .eye
appears to him at first scarcely more substantial
than a dream. In the heart of an empire that
visibly totters to its fall, and in the midst of a
sentenced city, it is impossible to build on the
^reseat alone, or to avert the mind 'from the